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NEW SCHEME 


ros Tee 


RELIEF wale TRUSTEES. 


FAMILY TRUST 
INVESTMENT POLICIES, 


Securing a Fixed Income for 
Surewing Relatives. 


FOR PARTICULARS, APPLY TO 


THE STANDARD 


LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Funds, 74 Millions Stg. 


Formeveon, 3, George Street (Head Office 
Loxpos, @, King William Street, E.C. 
5, Pall Mall Bast, 8.W. 


Dueum, 66, Upper Sackville Street. 
Dranches 2 Agencies in India & the ( olonies. 


OR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.’ 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD 
MIXTURE 


Is warranted to cleanse the blood from al! impurities 
from waatTrvea cous riving. Por Serofula, Beurvy, 
Kerema, Skin and Kiood Iiseascs, Pimples, and So 
of all Kinda, it ts effects are marvellous. It is ine on ’ 
real specific for Gout an - Kheumatic Pains, for it 
removes the caver from the blood and Hones In 
hotties, 2s. 84. and I! ch, of all Chemists. Pro 
prietors, Line 
Lincoin 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. 
SCHOOL OUTFITS. 


SAMUEL 
BROTHERS respect 
fully invitean inspection 
ef their Showrooms by 
“aren 


Bewsne of Worrmiess lrrrations 





> 
fitting their Juvenile 
€ os for amy of the 
Publle or Private Col 
leges, Schools, &c. The 
requirements of Youths 
and Heys have for Mert 
many years 

closest «= attention “a 
Mesars SAMUEL 
HROTHERS, with the 
result that this im 

ant Department of their 





very large dimensions 
so that every want in 
Suits, Overecoata, 
Hosiery, Roots, &c., is 
fully met, and durable 
qualities ensured. 

Seen Sachets an Gan PATTERNS ~_~ 

mn Jacket and Ves 

Por boy of 6 yrs, from 19/ CATALASE Sue 
Por boy of 10 yrs. from 223 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Mencnawr Tancons, Owrrrrrens, &c., 
65 & 67, LUDCATE WILL, LONDON, E.C. 
Workshops: IMigrim Street, Ludgate Hill ; 
and 46, Gray's Inn Road. 


TO SMOKERS. 
FLOR DE DINDICUL, +. ist. 08K 





ur and aroma ‘* Commotsseurs 
premeunce them a thas Naevannahs  —W oa.o, 
oc. 5, hones of 100, Ils and Me (two sizes 


ham pies ¢and +, post free li stamps. BEWLAY, 
49 & 74, Strand, & 14), Cheapside, London. Est. i7s0 
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MARVELLOUS 


ey as a Turkish Bath. 
° 


Invaluable for al 


Splend 





TAMAR 


INDIEN 


Try iT IN Your Batu. 
SCRUBB'S (u=:) AMMONIA. 


1 Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from C lothing, &c, 
Restores the Colour to pes. 

Cleans Plate and Jewelle 
1s. bottle for six to ten bat 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, &c. 


SCRUBB & pa Ca, 328 Southwark Street, 8.E. 
A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 





PREPARATION. 


1 Toilet purposes. 





FOR 


CONSTIPATION, 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 

of Appetite, Gastric and 

Intestinal Troubles, 
Headache. 


GRILLON. 


E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


SOLD BY ALL 


CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2a. Gd. A BOX. 





| 


MAPPIN & WEBB’) | 


SPOONS & FORKS 





SAVE YOUR LIVES BY TAKING 


OWBRIDGE’S 
LUNG TONIC. 5, 


THE MIGHTY HEALER. 
It has @ power over disease hitherto unknown 
in medicine. 
HAVE YOU A COUGH? 
A DOSE WILL RELIEVE IT. 
BAVE YOU A COLD? 

A DOSE AT BEDTIME WILL REMOVE IT. 
Bronchitis and Asthma it relieves instantly. 
The Spasms of Whooping Cough become less | 

worth each dese of the medicine. 

Prepared by W. T. owsnrpes, Chemist, Hull 
Sold in Hotties, le. igd., 2s 4s. 6d., and | ls., by 

all Chemists and Patent | Medicine Vendors 


_ PACKHAM’S 











ARE MADE WITH 


DISTILLED WATER. 


Manufactory, Croydon 


HOOPING COUGH, 
CROU 


TABLE WATERS 





. 
ROCHE’S HERBAL EMBROCATION. 
The celebrated effectual cure without internal | 
medicine. Sor Wholesale Agents, W. Kowsnes & 
Sox, 157, @teen Victoria Street, London. 
Fuld v meet Vhemists. Price ts r bottle. 
‘arw— Banari, 14, Rue de la Paix 
New York- “Perouse a Co.,, North William Street. 





Are the best new instruments. Played everywhere. 


DIAMOND 
ORNAMENTS. 


The Choicest Quality 
in the World. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 
Show Rooms : []2, RECENT ST.,W. 


(Adso1n ING aulnane Compan.) 





FOR ASTHMA &C 
DATURA TATULA 


FOR SMOKING AND INHALATION. 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 


And of Chemists ) even enene 


SQUIRE § 
ror GHEMICAL 




















| BRIGHTON 


HOTEL MIETROPOLE 


The finest and 
most luxurious 
Seaside 
Hotel 
in the 
ete World. 


SORE = THROATS) 


Condy’s = Remedial Fluid, | 


The Sovereign cure for 


SORE THROATS, af th co 




















A 
HOARSENESS. ome Macuavedt 
Remedial directions free from 
CONDY’S FLUID WORKS, 
64, Turnmill Street, E.C. 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
iPLOUGHS 
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ms FOOD. 


In Bottles, 2s., 3s. 6d., & 6s. each. 


AT ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES, 
and of 
SQUIRE & SONS, 


Her Majesty's Chemists, 


413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 





ee CELEBRATED 


WOLFF VIOLINS. 


Highly recommended by Sen. Ssnasare, Mons. 


| Sacaer (Koyal College of Music), the late i. 
anurn, & 
THE NEW PATENTED VIOLIN. 


Sensational invention. Lists of prices and testi- 
dof W. KONI ~—? & vo, 
1@2, Chiswell 8t., E.C., London. 





31, sT. JAMES’S ST., LONDON. 











Tins 2 6. 





“ EXCELLENT—OF GREAT VALUE.” 


PEPTONIZED 
PATENT) COCOA & MILK. 


Most Delicious, Nutritious, & requiring no digestive : fort. 


HMalf-Tims (Samples) 1/6. | 
SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 


Lancet, June 15, 1889. 











DORE’S 
TWEED 
SUITS. 


DORE, High-Class Tailor, 


25, CONDUIT ST., and 





leware of the party offering imitations of 


"MACNIVEN & CAMERON'S PENS 


They come as a boon and a blessin | to m 
The Picxwicn, the Ow, and the javanabe Pax 












THE FLYING J PEN. 


“They create both wonder and delight.” 
€é. and is. per Box, at all Stationers. 
Sample Hox of all kinds, Is. 14. by Post. 
Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 
l'enmakers to » Her Majesty's Government Offices. 


A TOILET POWDER 


FOR THE 


COMPLEXION. 


ALSO FOR 
THE NURSERY, 
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REPRISALS. 


There was never a light in the sky that night of the soft midsummer 


es, 
But the great man-bloaters snorted low, and the young ‘uns sang 
like whales, ‘ 
And out laughed Sa (like a dog-toothed wheel was the laugh that 
Sat laughed she): | 
“Now who's for a bride on the shady side of up’ards of forty- 
three ?” t 
And Neppy he swore by butt and bend, and Bruxy by bend and bitt 
And nautical names that no man frames but your amateur nautical 


wit, 

And Sam said, ‘Shiver my topping-lifts and scuttle my foc’s’le yarn, 
| And may I be curst, if I’m not in first with a kipperiing slued 
astarn !” 
| Now the smack Tommy This and the smack Tommy That and the 
Fuzzy- Wuz smack, all three, 

Their captains bold they were Sam and Nep and Brit respectivelee. 


And it’s writ in the rules that the primary schools of kippers should 
get off cheap 
For a two mile reach off Foulness beach when the July tide’s at neap ; 
And the lawless lubbers that lust for loot and filch the yearling stock 
They get smart ba from the coastguard chaps with their blunder- 
buss fixed half-cock. 


Now Sam the Skipper and Nep the Nipper could tell green cheese 
from blue, 

And Sam knew a trick and Nep knew a trick, but Bru knew a 
trick worth two. 


So Sam he sneaks a corporal’s breeks and a belt of pipeclayed hide, 
And splices them on to the jibsail-boom like a Soesmdiie on the tide. 
And likewise Nrp to his masthead he runs a rag of the Queen’s, 


With a rusty sword and a moke on board to bray like the Horse 
Marines. 





But Brit lies low and he keeps off-shore and he waits for things to 
stir, 

| Then he tracks for the deep with a long fog-horn rigged up like a 

| bowchasér. 

| Now scarce had Nep dropped line and lead when he spots the pipe- 

clayed hide, 

| And the corporal’s breeks on the jibsail-boom like a troopship on the 


tide ; 
| And Sam likewise, when he ups and spies the slip of a rag of the 


) 4 se y ’ - 8 . 
Phyllis. “‘You'vE NO RIGHT TO SAY THINGS LIKE THAT ABoUT| And the rusty sword, and he sniffs aboard the moke of the Horse 


MY Moruer!” 
Corydon, ‘‘ EXCUSE ME: 
your Moruer !” 


. va , | 
Phyllis, ‘‘ VERY WELL, THEN, I SHALL SAY JUST wHaT I DoN'T Wh 


LIKE ABOUT YouRs!” 








THE RHYME OF THE KIPPERLING. 
(By the Author of ‘* Sealing- Whacks.”’) 
(N.B. No nautical terms or statements guaranteed.) 


Away by the haunts of the Yang-tse-boo, 
Where the Yuletide runs cold gin, 
And the rollicking sign of the ‘* Lord Knows Who” 
Sees mariners drink like sin ; 
Where the Jolly Roce tips his quart 
To the luck of the Union Jack ; 
And some are screwed on the foreign port, 
And some on the starboard tack. 
Ever they tell the tale anew 
Of the chase for the kipperling swag ; 
How the smack Tomm Pris and the smack Tommy That 
They broached each other like a whiskey-vat, ; 
And the Fuzzy- Wuz took the bag. 


Now this is the law of the herring fleet that harries the northern 
main, 

Tattooed in scars on the chests of the tars with a brand like the 
brand of Carn: 

That none may woo the sea-born shrew save such as 

Wan a Bgpatting netted at noon of night and ecu 
of day. 


It was the woman Sat o’ the Dune, and the men werethree toone, _ 
Sam the Skipper and Nep tbe Nipper and Brix that was Son of 
G . 


y their way 
ere the crack 


a Gun; 

Sam was a Skipper and Nep was a Nipper and Brit was the Son of 
a Gun, 

And the woman was Sa o’ the Dune, as I said, and the men were 
three to one. 





VOL, CVI, 


I SHALL SAY JUST WHAT I LIKE ABOUT 


Marines, 


So they each luffed sail, and they each turned tail, and they whipped 
their wheels like mad, 
en the one he said ‘* By the Lord, it’s Nep!” and the other, 
** It’s Brut, by Gad!” 
| Then about and about, and nozzle to snout, they rammed through 
breach and brace, 

And the splinters flew as they mostly do when a Government test 

takes place. 


| Then up stole Sam with his little ram and the nautical talk flowed | 


free, 
| And in good bold type might have covered the two front sheets of 


the P. M. G. 

| But the fog-horn bluff was safe enough, where all was weed and weft, 

| And the conger-eels were a-making meals, and the pick of the 
flotsam left 

Was a binnacle-lid and a leak in the bilge and the chip of a cracked 
sheerstrake, 

And the corporal’s belt and the moke’s cool pelt and a portrait of 
Francis Drake. 


So Brot he hauls the dead men’s trawls and he booms for the 
harbour-bar, ° 
And the splitten fry are salted dry by the blink of the morning star. 


And Sat o’ the Dune was wed next moon by the man that paid 
his wa 

With a kispesling netted at deep of night and cured ere the crack 
of : 


7; p 
For such is the law of the herring fleet that harries the northern 
Tattooed im sears on the chests of the tars with a brand like the 
brand of Cary. 


And still in the haunts of the Yang-tse-boo 
Ever they tell the tale anew _ 

Of the chase for the ki ling swag ; at " 
How the smack Tommy This and the smack Tommy That 
They broached each other like a whiskey-vat, 

And the Fuzzy- Wuz took the bag. 
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THE NEW NYMPH. 


ult of the Great Game of “ F u , LEADER WILLIAMS) played with spirit, pleasure, and, Mr. Punch trusts, great profit at 


Manchester -on-Sea, ) 
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1s Chief Engine to the Manchester Ship Canal) loq ALLOW ME, 
)UR PARTICULAR NOTICE ! 


Father Neptune, DELIGHTED TO MAKE YOUR ACQUAINTANCE, MY DEAR; AND MUCH INDEBTED TO You, Sik, FOR THE INTRODUCTION ! 
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ANACREONTICS FOR ALL. | 


(Being Bacchanalian Ballads for 
the use of all Professions, Trades, 
Crafts, and Callings, with Con- 
vivial Carols for the Classes, | 
the Masses, and the Lasses. 
By Tom Moore, Junior.) 


| THE PORT-LOVER’S PEAN. 
Arrn—*‘ The Steersman’s Song.” 


Wuew briskly blows the winter 


gale, 
And on couch-cushions snug I 


: iy 
.- ~*~“ WY, 
Ay 2? 
ie, ae) f 
I yearn not for October ale, ‘¥/ 
Or “‘ Fizz’”’—though bright as 
Lespra’s eye. 
’Longside the fire, insatiate still, | 
I loll, the bottle standing by, 
And sip with sybaritic thnill 
The vintage that I love, and| | 
ery, 
Port, my boy! Port! 


Let = laud the sparkling 
7) Soy,” 
Or hymn the praise of British 


r 

On - Champagne’s seductions 
cloy, 

Port only, tawny Portis dear! 

I think the nectar of the gods | _ 

Less worthy of Olympian lip, 

Whilst puss upon my hearthrug 





n 

I watch the wine, and smiling 
sip, 

Thus, my boy! Thus! 


See how the roseate, ruby 


draught 
Gleams in the firelight’s ruddy | 
glare! 
Gods! how the gurgling wine-| ‘‘I'vz ALWAYS HEARD so.” 
drops waft 


air! | 






|AN ENIGMATIC GRANDMOTHERLY UTTERANCE. 
‘* ANGELS HAVE WINGS—HAVEN T THEY GRANDMAMMA?” 
**T nearRpD Uncie GERALD TELL MADEMOISELLE SHB WAS AN ANGEL— | 


Celestial odours through the| IN THE SHRUBBERY THIS MoRNING—AND SHE HASN'T GoT WiNGs !” 
‘*No; BUT SHE'LL HAVE TO FLY!” 


Oh! when I think it is for me 
Oporto’s vineyards sprout and 

spring, 

| Great Lusitanian Grape, to thee 

| I brim the glass, and gladly 


ng, 
Swig, old boy! So! 


STOLEN KISSES. 


| [The Appeal Court at Amsterdam 
has decided that it is no offence to 
kiss a lady even if she is unwilling, 
| for a kiss is rather “ a warm mark 
| of sympathy.’’} 
Hurran! I’moff toAmsterdam 
Farewell, ye law - fenced 
British misses ; 
I fly, as doth a wasp to jam, 
To where the Judges smile on 
kisses, 


In Amsterdam I'll live; once 
there 
| ’Tis justacaseof libens lubens ; 
| I sally forth and choose my fair, 
Comely and plump like those 
of Rupens; 


| 

And then, O luxury and bliss, 

| Imarch towards her witha gay 

|. eye, 

| Select my place, and plant a kiss, 

| Without so much as asking 
“ May I p” 


Slim men like me should have 
success, [men : 
For native Dutchmen are obese 
[’ll live on kisses, and I’ll bless 
The wunobstructive Dutch 
policemen. 


Yet know I some who'd rather 


climb 
| A ladder leading to a gibbet, 
| Than spend in Amsterdam their 
time 
On kisses which no laws pro- 
hibit. 





vy 
jie” 


“a 


(Uncle Gerald is the son and heir. | 








THE NEW NYMPH. 

4 From first to last this great undertaking has been the creation of popular 
will, and of popular enthusiasm. . The Manchester and Salford public at 
large gave it their ungrudging support, and, as ratepayers, backed their 
opinion with their money. The Canal could never have been completed 
without the enormous loans to the Company raised by the local Corporations 
on the security of the rates.” —Daily News.] 


0, a nice Sea-nymph, Mancunia! Scarce one more neat and sweet is 

In all fair Amphitrite’s train than this north-country Thetis. 

Eh? ‘* Come unto these yellow sands ?’’ She needs no special pleader, 

For = the sea-shore now she stands—through following of her 

ZEADER ! 

Has he not led her manfully, through many years, and miles too ? 

Not unopposed by Fortune’s frowns, yet winning her bright smiles, 
too 


By devious ways, through all the maze of Vested Interests guiding her, 
Like Taesevs through the Labyrinth. When rival nymphs were 
chiding her 
For arrogant ambition, and for energy intrusive, 
When Parliament seemed dubious, and opponents were abusive, _ 
He yemness and fought ; and nightly thought by day’s determination 
He bravely backed, and ecctags until the consummation. 
O gallant Danret Apamsow ! the earlier stout promoter 
Of the Great Plan that, to a man, now charmeth every voter, 
The resolute enthusiast, the engineer undaunted, 
You should have lived to see this hour, your praises must be chaunted 
On the great day you helped to bring, when every ardent talker 
| Trots out the names of Futton, Barter, Eorerton, Stevens, WALKER. 
© | Palmam qui meruit, ferat, Sir! Your spirit, if ’tis present, 
Must gaze upon the Great Success with selfless smile and pleasant. 
And bravo, smoky Manchester, and Salford! Raise ovations 
| For liberal ratepayers and for generous Corporations. 
| How te loose the public purse-strings and the public spirit stir well, 
They know right well the folks that dwell on either side the Irwell. 





And in the adjacent townships. The De Gresieys, stout old barons, 

Might wish to book their shadows on another bark than Charon’s, 

And join the joyous company on the Snowdrop and the Crocus, 

Which sympathetic glances from all England there could focus ; 

Duke Brrp¢ewateR—the Father called of inland navigation— 

With Ais engineer, James Brrypiey, in the general jubilation 

Might join, if spooks were vocal, though their great canal be out 
of it 

Compared with modern marvels ad la Suez. There’s small doubt of it 

De Lesseps would smile on it, lay he not in that sad shadow : 

Wherewith age and anguish shroud the once Grand Francais, 
Eldorado 

Is a fabulous far region ; but to modern engineering | 

Few roads indeed are difficult beyond all chance of clearing, 

And Mr. Punch hopes heartily that Manchester's new waterway, 

That opens to old Neptune’s realm an easier and a shorter way, 

May tap true Eldorado, and may Plenty show no shrunk horn 

To Salford and to Warburton, to Warrington and Runcorn, 

And all the towns that line the track along whose winding traces 

Leaper-WriiiaMs leads the New Sea-Nymph to Father Nep’s 
embraces ! 











THE LONG (DRURY) LANE THAT HAS NO TURNING. 
[Sir Avovervus Harris announces that he has secured a new lease of 
Drury Lane from the Duke of Beprorp.} 
Op Drury Lane’s saved. Yet another clear proof 
That Druriotanvus’s wonders ne'er cease, 
The deed that keeps for us the world-famous roof 
Will henceforth be known as a happy re-lease. 





Mrs. R. heard the word “ Anarchist,” and “ dreadful things were 
said about her,” said our esteemed friend; adding, ‘‘Butwhy’ I’ve 
known plenty of ‘ Awwas’ who've ‘ been kiss’d’ and they’re none the 


| worse for it. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. 


By Cunnin Toil.) 
No. VITL—PICKLOCK’S DISAPPEARANCE. 


Never in the course of a long and varied experience have | taken | 
up my pen with a heavier heart than that which now beats mourn- | 


fully within my breast. It has been my enviable lot to follow m 

hero, my wonderful friend, my arch-prince of detectives throug 
many a strange and startling ad- 
venture. While he with his match- 
less acumen has been engaged in 
checking the ambitious designs of 
foreign despots, in unveiling to 
the startled gaze of statesmen the 


criminal plots of secret societies, | 


in foiling coalitions, in unravelling 
the tangled skeins of murder- 
conspiracies, in bringing dark 
deals of erime relentlessly home 
to ducal perpetrators, in restoring 
jewels to ae a in 
convicting baronets of burglary 
and generally in putting local 
constabularies in every part of 
the civilised world to shame; 
while he, I say, has been 

in these and similar und 

I have been ever at his side, 
faithful foil, the admiring com- 
panion, the irremovable fly on the 
wheel of his world-renowned ex- 
ploits. And now that fate has 
taken him from me I scarce 
whither I am to turn. Surely 
never again shall I meet in this 
world so wise, so cold, so im ive, 
so friendly a sleuth- of de- 
tection ; never again shall I behold another upon whom my candid 
flow of irrepressible wonder will pour itself with so small an effect. 

** Porson,” he would often say to me when I had co tulated 
him in my impulsive way upon some master-stroke eunni 
strategy ; *‘ Porson, you are not absolutely clever, but, personally, 
do not care for very clever men. They are always wanting to 
outwit one. The task of course is hopeless, but to counteract it one 
has to waste valuable time. But you have about you a comfortable 
non-cleverness, always delightfully ready to burst into admiration 
whenever I give you an opportunity. Portsoy, I like you.” 

**Hores,”” I replied, overcome by emotion, “ you are an extra- 
otney fellow. I would willingly follow you to the ends of the 
worid, 

I remember this little conversation all the more distinctly because, 
taking place as it did in an unfrequented thoroughfare of the 
Bloomsbury district, Hotes was immediately afterwards able to 
infer from a large stain of milk upon the pavement in front of one of 
the houses that a bald and fraudulent solicitor was at that moment 
lying he a fit on the floor of the dining-room. This was how he 
prover it 

Milk,” he said, “has been spilt here. To spill milk is a blunder 
which is often worse than, and, therefore, at least equal to, a crime. We 
have therefore rot the certainty of acrime. A solicitor has to deal with 
crimes. We thus get the fact that we have here a solicitor who has 
committed a crime. Now fraud isacrime. Therefore, substituti 
fraud for crime we obtain a solicitor who has committed fraud. 
_ : momen back that this solicitor was not only fraud but 

mid ulen 

“Pardon me,” I ventured to interrupt, “ pardon 
Hotes, you mean bald and fraudulent.” . mae Gm 

‘* Of course,” he retorted, without moving a muscle; “I said so 
bald and fraudulent. ' 
detected criminal is invariably angry. This man has been detected 
by me. To be angry is merely another way of saying that one has 
lost his hair. He is, therefore, proved beyond possibility of doubt to 
be bald. With regard to the fit, the process of induction is no less 
delicate and convincing. A solicitor wears clothes which fit him 
whether well or badly matters not. He has, therefore, a fit, Have 


I proved my case *”’ 

‘ Houes,” I said, “* you are a wonderful fellow.” 

We informed the neighbouring policeman, but 1 cannot 
remember if matters pea to as conviction. The incident, how- 
ever, remains in my mind as one of , 

| a almost superhuman aan. an —_ ” me 

| And now, as I said, I have lost him, and must proceed 

| ean to give some account of his disappearance, Wim - a 
e theft 


investigating the mysterious Soommeteness connected with 
— © monuments, I do not care to be 
dey 


| of one of our best- 
more precise, though some in defence of my friend I may have to 


Picklock Holes disguised. 


the 


know | I 


Now mark how beautifully it works out. A| 


now | Mearn, has been elected a member of the Irish Li 


tell the story in detail. But at present the honour of a great family 
is involved, and I prefer to mention no names. I had noticed that 
Hotes had been even more taciturn than was usual with him during 
‘the course of his investigations, but at the time I attributed little 
importance to this. One night he came quietly into my rooms, and 
after removing from my coat a speck of dust, which proved, he said, 
that I had been assaulted by a ticket-of-leave man in Southampton 
Street at 5.45 that very afternoon, he sat down opposite me in an 
‘armchair. ‘ Porson,” he said, ‘ there is something in this business 
which is out of the common. At every turn I encounter a hidden 
force. I walk in Piccadilly and am splashed with mud by a passing 
hansom ; I turn into Regent Street, and a Music Hall singer—I knew 
him by his pogeres, well-fed appearance —insists on shaking 
hands with me. Disco by these accidents I stroll into Jermyn 
Street, when a regiment 
but tramples me under foot. There is more in all this than meets 
the he Porson, I am being pursued.” 

“But surely,” I said, ‘they know you too well. Who would 
venture to pursue you? Would anyone venture to fly in the face of 
the public and of probability by tracking one who has always 
himself the tracker ?”’ ; 

But my words were unavailing. He insisted upon it that he was 
being shadowed, and left me with this 
impressive warning: “‘ If I do not return 
to you to-morrow before six o’clock you 
will know that I am somewhere else. 

| not look for me in the Serpentine.” 

On the following day I awaited the 
arrival of six o’e with a feverish 
a As the hour struck the door 
did not open, but a scrap of torn paper 
came fluttering down from the ceiling. 
grasped it convulsively, and read 
words : 

“My pear Potsoy,—It has been a duel 
to the death, both of us perished. 
A the kindness of my late opponent, 

r. Suertock Hormes, I have been per- 
mitted to expire him, and to use 
the few remaining seconds of life that 
remain in me in writing to you. I knew 

was. pursued, and I knew it was 
Suertock who was d i 

doom. § 

ty of my own life. If you wish to 
|know more do as I should have done 
junder the circumstances. Commend me 
to Mrs. Porson, and believe me yours 
inductively, “ Picxtock Hoes.” 

t was The blow was a terrible 
one, but when I recovered in a measure 
I set to work immediately to do what I 
thought Hores would have done. I| 
assumed a meditative air, I conducted 
chemical experiments, I despised the 
police, I picked up clues in unsus- 

corners, I proved beggars in rags tp, spot. “ Picklock H.” lets 
to be Cabinet Ministers in ig Be down “ Sherlock H.” easily. 
all my efforts were fruitless. My friend’s 
last behest is to me a sacred command. Some other—not I—may 
search the depths of the Serpentine and discover there the secret 
which I have sought in vain.* 

Tue Enp. 

| [® We’ve got the very man to do it, and when either “ SHERLOCK 





“Dropping an H.” 


Hoiwes” or “Prcxtock Hotes” may be “ wanted,” we undertake to | 


produce both or either of them.—Ep. } 








To a Police Sergeant. 
{Who confessed in Court to having learnt dancing for seven years, 
“ because it was an art that was never learned.’’} 
On! ardour almost past belief, 
We see your reason at a glance ; 
And understand now why a thief 
Oft leads the Force a pretty dance ! 





Axorner Ixsustice To Ingtanp.—Mr. Kyicut, agent to Lord 
hts Board. e 
shores of the distressful country will henceforth, therefore, be 
illuminated by Knight-lights, while the rest of the United Ki 
| enjoys the electric light. Is this right? Mr. Jomn MorRLEy, 
note, 
of hers, that 
of the Medes 


Ovr dear old lady observed of 
“* when he has once said a thing his 
and Prussians.” 


- 


a very severe friend 
word is as the law 





Life-Guards charging up Bury Street ali | 


| 
| 
| 


From a drawing taken on | 
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AN 


AWFUL FROST. 


Huntsman (sending Whip to try the fallows). ‘‘ WHAT DO YOU THINK OF IT, Frep?” 
Whip (who sees it is impossible to hunt), ‘1 THINK 1IT’s veRY Harp Lines, Sir!” 


ENGLISH HISTORY AFTER A LIFE-TIME. 


Scene—The Stalls of Drury Lane. Trwe-—During the Historical 
Pageant. Uncle, who rather prides himself upon his knowledge 
of ** the Naiwn’s Story,” is acting as Lecturer to two rather 
up-to-date young ladies, 


Unele (at end of career of *‘ Robinson Crusoe”). And now, my 
dears, you are going to learn all about English History in Twenty 
Minutes. (Referring to action on the stage.) You see, there are the 
Ancient Britons, and here they are opposing the Normans. 

First Niece. Yes, Uncle; but didn’t the Ancient Britons oppose 
the Romans ? 

Uncle. Yes, as well. And you see there’s WiLLiamM THE Con- 
qurERok, and he stops and picks up an oyster, and shows it to his 
followers in triumph. You know eer came to England chiefly on 
account of its oysters. 

Second Niece. Are you not thinking of Jutrus C#sar, Uncle ? 

Uncle. Well, the oysters at Colchester and Hastings had both a 
reputation for centuries. And there you see, there’s HENRY THE 
Frrst and his books—he was a very fine scholar, you know; but he 
wasn’t very truthful. Very clever indeed! Te a falsehood at 
the dinner-table, and dying. Capitally done! Don’t you know that 
was why the sea encroached upon the land off Herne Bay ? 

First Niece. I thought that was Earl Gopwry, Uncle? 

Uncle. Yes, very likely. But to the best of my belief it occurred 
to Henry tHe First too. And see, here’s King Jonny signing 
a Charta. Very good indeed! Ah, we owe all our liberties to 
that ! 

Second Niece. 1 forget what were the provisions of Magna Charta, 
Unele ; will you tell them to me ? 

Uncle. Oh, to allow people to make wills and to have a right of 
way across fields and all that sort of thing. Most excellent pro- 
visions. And see here, Ricnarp is about to hang the burgesses of 
Calais when his Queen intercedes for them and he lets them off. 
Really first-rate ! 

First Niece. But wasn’t it Epwarp THe First who spared the 
burgesses? And look, he has found a garter! Surely that was 

| Epwarp, wasn’t it, Uncle? 
Incle, Yes, my dear, one of the Epwarps; but I am always 











rather confused between the Epwarps and 
the Henrys. Ah, here we have the crusades ! 
You see those must be the Saracens. And 
there’s the English King with his banner. 
He has been taken prisoner. 

Second Niece. But why has he got Bannock- 
burn on it, Uncle? Mustn’t he be the Bruce ? 

Uncle. Ah, of course! It is Ronert Buuce 
in Palestine. Quite right! And look here. 
EpWARD presentin e first Princr or | 
Wags to the Welsh. Very clever indeed, 

First Niece. Which Epwarp was that, 
Unele ? 

Uncle, The second, of course. He after- 
wards became Epwanrp the Black Prince and 
Epwarp THe Turrp, ; 

Second Niece, Then is that him quieting 
the mob and killing War Trier? I thought 
that was Richarp THE Seconp, 

Unele. Yes; 1 believe you are right. And 
see, here is Henny THE Tauren, pleased with 
his son yielding to the Chief Justice. You 
see he has discarded Sir Jonn Faustarr on 
becoming Henry THe Fourtn, and he has 
won in consequence Agincourt, Don’t you 
see it on the banner ? 

First Niece, But didn’t Henny tue Friern 
win Agincourt, Uncle? 

Uncle. Accordi to some historians, 
perhaps; but there is so much dispute about 
these matters nowadays. And look, here is 
the origin of the Wars of the Koses. You 
see, some of them took white and some red. 
= roses were brought in a basket like 
that. | 

Second Niece. But surely those are tennis | 
balls. What had they to do with the battles 
of the Roses ? 

Unele. Why, they were playing with them 
in the Temple Gardens, Haven't you seen 
them playing lawn-tennis there to this day ? 

It is perfectly extraordi how these old 
customs are continued, And see, here’s 
Henry tHe Erenrn, and all his wives! 
Very good indeed! And that’s Queen Mary 
ordering Many, Queen of Scots, to be exe- 
~ cuted on the day of her wedding. 

First Niece. Wasn't it Queen Evmasera, Uncle, who ordered 
Mary, Queen of Scots, to be executed ? 

Unele, She was the actual cause of the death of Mary, Queen of 
Scots, certainly. But Queen Mary, too, was greatly opposed to her. 
And see here is Queen Exizavern and Sir Wacrer Rateron and the 
Spanish Ambassador in black velvet. You see he presents her with 
a letter asking her to be the wife of Purr, and she gives it him | 

First rate! That was the cause you know of the Spanish 
Armada, : 

Second Niece. But why is she so civil to the Ambassador after- 
wards. She’s leaning on his arm. And why is he so pensive and | 
always in an attitude ? 

Uncle. Oh, Evizaseru had wonderful tact, you know, She was 
all things to all men. : ; 

First Niece. Don’t you think, Uncle, that the pensive gentleman | 
in black velvet may be meant for SHaxspkaReE ? 

Unele, I faney not. And see, here’s Cromweit and MaRLsornoven 
introducing WrLLtaM and Mary and Cuaries THE Seconp with his | 
beauties. 

Second Niece. Surely Witttam and Mary were later than the 
Stuarts ” > 

Uncle, They were all about the same period. You remember, | 
there was the Old and the Young Pretetider. But here we are in our 
own times. Splendid! See here’s the Hall of History and there's 
the Queen! Capital! And here are the events of her present 
Majesty's reign. You see there’s Napoteon, Netson, and WELLING- 
tox. And here comes WrLLiAM THE FourTH, 

First Niece. But surely Wit1aM THE Fovrrn wasn’t ? 

Uncle. Oh, it’s all right, but I think, dears, we had better be 
quiet, now, as we seem to be disturbing other people. 

[End of the Lecture upon English History and appearance of 
r. Harry Payye. 











“I FLY TO ISTAMBOL,”—Brnroy. 
Yrs, nemine em, ‘Gins t 
is shillingsworth is ‘* something like!” 
At last, the Golden Horn of plenty? 
“* Constantinople” ‘‘ taikes the caique !” 
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Julia (reading Menu with demure approbation). ‘‘‘ Pornrzs vp’ Asperass!’” 


Emily (who is not well up in her French). ‘‘‘ Point pb’ AspERGEsS!’ 


Wuat A pity! 


A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE IS A DANGEROUS THING.’ 


I’m SO FOND OF THEM!” 








A DIRTY CROSSING. 

Mr. Wiison’s criticisms of the Bank of 
England may conveniently be summarised under 
the First, it works in secret; second, it 
is conducted by the wrong men; third, there is 
good reason to fear that its assets are not what 
they are represented to be. . . . The fact is, that 
the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street’ is growing 
decrepit, and her sight is getting dim, and she 
should be permitted to retire from active service, 
and a young and vigorous member of her family be 
installed in her seat.’’— Daily Chronicle. | 

Ain—*‘ Hot Codlings.” 

THERE was an Old Lady, her living she got 
By dealings in Money, a lot, lot, lot! 
Now this wealthy Old Lady, as I’ve been told, 
Though her Notes were good, couldn’t do 

without Gold ; 
So to keep herself ‘‘ warm,” and keep up her 

circulation, 
She indulged now and then in a game of —— 
Ri-fol-tiddy-iddy-ti-to-tum ! 


se heads 


Now this wealthy Old Lady went out for a 
trot, 

and Ge weather was anything but hot, hot, 
not | 

The roads were wet, and were thick with 


mire, 

And this wealthy Old Lady, she began to tire. 

She gathered up her skirts, from the mud 
she shrunk, 

And this wealthy Old Lady got in an 
awful —— 


Ri-fol-tiddy-iddy, &c. 


Now this wealthy Old Lady, when funky she 
got, 
Some boys began to do what they ought not, 
not, not ! 
They splashed her with mud, and they pelted 
er with stones ; 


Cried this wealthy Old Lady, “ Pray pity my | 


old bones 

These mischievous young urchins they wanted 
for to send 

The wealthy Old Lady on her latter —— 

Ri-fol-tiddy-iddy, &e. 

Now this wealthy Old Lady, her head in 
temper tossin 

Found herself in the middle of a very dirty 
crossing. 

Cried she ‘* Such boys as these surely never 
were known 

They never will let an Old Lady alone!” 

Though she picked her way, and she gathered 
up her dress 

This wealthy Old Lady got in a nasty — 

Ri-fol-tiddy-iddy, &c. 

For whet with the mud, and what with the 
ys, 

And the stones and the traffic, and the 
puddles and the noise 

This wealthy Old Lady felt quite at a loss, 


And began much to fear she should never get | 


across, 


‘**T must look (she cried) a timid and untidy 


old trollop ! 


If I once get out of this those young rascals | 


” 


Ri-fol-tiddy-iddy, &e. 
Now this wealthy Old Lady we all of us 


mire, 


won't I 


And wish to see her out of the mud and the | 


mire ; : 
We'd rather help her over than leave her in 
} A — lurch, 

D 


cause deserve the birch. 
But if they’d walk erect and keep clear of 
mud and puddle 
Old Ladies their poor heads must not muddle 
| or——  Mi-fol-tiddy-iddy-ti-to-tum! 


naughty boys who ’d pelt her without | 


MADE IN GERMANY. 
By LORD BUY-WRONG. 
Arr—‘ Maid of Athens.” 


Mane by Germans, horrid trash, 
Give, oh give me back my cash ; 
Or, since that has left my purse, 
Keep it and accept my curse. 
Hear me swear before I quit 
Words improper to be writ! 


Buy those razors undesigned 
For the shaving of mankind ? 
Buy those shoes of jetty hue 
Made of paper, stuck with glue ? 
No, for folks would call my kit 
Words improper to be writ! 


Buy just what will suit my taste ? 
Buy those diamonds made of paste ? 
Buy all the wretched foreign heap . 
Of things that England can’t make cheap? | 
I answer only, asis fit, — 
Words improper to be writ! 


Made by Germans! I’ve been “ had” 
By a clerk, a German lad ; 

ho, to man’s estate when grown, 
Bagged my business as his own. 
May I not then utter—yes, 
Words improper for the press! 





TOO LIKE TO LIKE, 


[A portrait model of “ Scorr,” of Ardlamont fame, 
has been added to Madame Tussaud’s collection. ] 


No doubt this waxen “‘ counterfeit present- 
ment,” ment, 
Will give our country cousins much content- 
But with our bobbies it will not befall so ; 
= ” scot-free, they wax too waxy 
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A DIRTY CROSSING. 


Tae Orv Lapy or TareapNeepte Sreeet (log.). “O DEAR, 0 DEAR! I WISH I WERE OUT OF THIS NASTY MESS!” 
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PREACHING AND PRACTISING. 


Lady Bountiful (to old Parishioner), ‘1 Hork you Like our New CLERGYMAN’s 
Sermons, Mrs. Brown ?” 

Mrs. Brown. ‘‘Ou ves, MY LADY, HE DO PREACH QUITE BEAUTIFUL ; BUT THEN, 
YOU SEE, HE DON’T Practice. So WHEN MY POOR OLD MAN BE TROUBLED WITH THE 
RHEUMATICS, I HAVE TO SEND FOR THE Docror IN THE VILLAGE, AND IT DO COME 
80 VERY EXPENSIVE !” 


| PAGES AND PAGES. 


Wuat [hate at big hotels is the constant entrance 
of page-boys calling the numbers of rooms, for the 
occupants of which there are visitors, telegrams, or 
m es. The other day, in the writing-room of 
the Grandest Hotel, I an a letter, “ Dearest 

| SopHontspa.” Funny name, Sormontspa, But she 
is a very serious girl, and refuses to be called by 
absurd nicknames, ‘ Dearest Sopmonisna, | have 

| not written to you since this a. What a long 
time it is since we parted! When I am away from 
you the hours in every day seem to be——” 

128,” cried a voice just behind me, I started 
It was a page. I murmured * No.” 

“seem to be interminable. I am simply 
miserable. But on Friday I am coming home by 
the train at 12——” 

** 63,” said another boy. 

*—-at 12.63”"—I wrote what was just then in | 
my thoughts, as one often does—** at 12.15, and in | 
| the afternoon I shall call at your home and once 

| more——’’ 

** 418,” was shouted at my ear. I could no longer | 
bear these startling interruptions. I changed my 

| place, and sat facing the door, 
| **-—onee more we shall be together. When we | 
| are married, darling, we shall be always——”’ 
| “2.” eried another boy. 

i shall be always two.” Of course I meant | 
| ** united,” or ** together.” I might even have said { 
| ‘*one.” You can’t make “two” look like “‘one” | 
| by any penmanship and nobody begins ‘* together”’ 
'with “*two.” So I had to write the whole letter 
afresh, hating alterations at important points. For 
a few minutes I was undisturbed, and I had reached 
“‘Ever your most devoted Atoxrnon,” when | 
remembered that I had not referred at all to the 
illness of her favourite brother, a horrid boy, whom 
I pretended to like, As I wrote the postscript another 


sage rushed in. 

** 354,” he called loudly, looking at me as though 
I were a crowd, perhaps including the occupant of | 
No. 354. When I raised my hand, implying by the | 
movement ‘‘Go away,” the boy evidently thought 
I beckoned to him, and again shouted “354.” I 
muttered some angry words, hastily folded up the 
letter, and posted it. 

When I went to see Sornonispa on Friday, she 
received me coldly, and called me ‘* Mr. Gosiine.”’ | 
I begged for some explanation, and she showed me 
the postscript of my letter, ‘I am sorry to hear 
that Tommy has the measles, Hang the boy!” 

She has refused to see me since then, 














“MAIS OU SONT LES NEIGES?” 
‘* Bur where are last year’s snows ’”’ 
Asks Vitton. I make shift 
To answer, No one knows ; 
But all perceive the drift. 








| Univucky anp Lucxy.—‘* The Thirteen Club,” 
| which dines at the Holborn Restaurant on the 13th, 
and sets at defiance all the old traditions about 
| spilling the salt, walking under a ladder, and 
\crossing knives (let us hope none of the members 
will fall out and cross swords), ought to have a seroll | 
emblazoned and set as a standard in their midst, | 
| bearing the legend, ** There is luck in odd numbers.” | 
But, by the way, to accept this is, so to speak, to | 
cut the ground from under their feet, and down | 
| would come ‘‘ The Thirteen Club.” 











DISILLUSION. I played—resolving to excel 


(By a Middle-aged Man.) 


Wuew I was young, my schemes were vast ; 
I dreamt by day, not after supper. 
rpassed 


I loved— 
With t 
Or risk my life to kiss my sweet, 


gay maidens I would meet, 


I e-< 3 aman he su ., A nineteenth century der. 
—— on I write—a lawyer’s deeds and bills, 


} 
| I drew—dark Reweranpt, RaPHaet, 


I draw—conveyances an 
Rich Rusens, Reynoxps, I’d resemble. 


Agreements, mortgages, and leases. 


Such menas Garrick, Kean, and Kemer. 


em midst verdant meads meander, 


Dull, tiresome work that never ceases ; 


I play—this very humble part, 
cannot hope for any other ; 
I love—-my wife, she’s plain, not smart ; 
I only wish she had no mother. 








Moyte Canto over Heng. — Last week! 
We only hope it may be! Our noses were | 
rouge, the sky looked noir, and the ther- 
mometer was at zero. The advice given was, 
** Put on everything you ’ve got.” 
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NO BAD LANCUACE. 
Tue language of Japan, 








A PLEASANT CHANCE 

IN THE WEATHER. 
so we are . — : Tuer were all de- 

Contains nooath. How ; = === = - - ighted. They congra- 
blissfully serene + : = -- = tulated one another, and 


Th mao cn OOS > er =~ —— | shook hands all round. 
* Well it writ in| = — Se : es | Never was seen such en- 


| 
| 


> 
== 


gold! =— ; = = - = 25. = a | thusiesm since the days 
But close the diction- a = s ; = >= when the late CHARLES 
ary; look between —— = So —— == Ditcxens wrote his 
Unwritten lines, and - ; : eS == SSS Christmas stories. Men 
soon ye shall behold =o : —— = |whehad been silent for 
Men will be men; and SSS —< : == == = 2 months suddenly be- 
Japs, with pangs as SSS ie = == |ecame loquacious, and 
keen : — ———=* : —— 7 = |the most taciturn of 
As Englishmen’s when : - ——_ = = : ay oe found that 
crossed or badly : = _ = - ee = = they had plenty to say. 
sold, : : = - A spell seemed to have 
Are just as prompt im Fo = : = | been removed. England 
meaning what we| —= * = : . = - = - | was herself again. 
mean. = - ——— r ‘During the sum- 
: —e a - == mer,” observed the first 
= . : of the guests, ‘the 
Verse and Worse. = = > = ==. __ topic was absolutely im- 
[Kuansee DRARAMSRY SS < — > possible. Nothing but 
was recently fined and im- — : = == sunshine and blue sky. 
prisoned for writing « ; = => * : == Not an hour of rain for 
seditious poem, which, on . weeks and months.” 
second translation from the ** Quite so. If we had 
Gurerati, turns out to be lived at the Equator the 
eminently loyal.— Daily time could not have 
Paper. been more monotonous. 
CoNvVICTED on a mis- Oh, it was too dread- 
translation ! | ful!” cried a second. 
Is not this luckless| **Yes, I do not re- 
poet’s story member the like in m 
A most alarming illus- | time,” put in a third. 
tration ts Why, everyone had 
Of “traduttore tra-| me as mute as an 
ditore” ? |oyster. However, it is 
: = : be my now Do you 
“ ” = : — — | think it willrain a 
ee Ra ee ” — - -- or do you think it will 
’ , snow . 
l'ueempty bottles stand | p , j ra Well, I don’t know, 
, Stow. 9 | : : | but the glass was fall- 
Now what ? But ——— ling and I fear the 
mere inspection : | worst.” 
vy ils. : = : == | And then they con- 
I'll nal sniff at each. | ats : ; : oe the ve 
oO. | + ea- 
Who says that ‘‘ dead = ; : : = — ‘yor Englan had 
men tell no tales” ? . ence more become 
ne = “Merrie England.” 
Domestic Economy. : — And the reason? Why 


“How to make both this. After a long 
ends meet.” Have FOGGY EVENING. bay poses ves 
sheep’s head and oxtail ” ’ ( i has cal ), ry P ’ GEN w | Once again able to 
soup for dinner, same wk — - Gatate, Gee oe sae | about the state of the 


course. Conductor. “‘ ALL nicut, Bru. ’E’s parp ‘ts Fare.” | weather. 
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A NEW-YEAR’S GIFT. King Talk and King Monologue. | A FLING AT THE MUSIC-HALLS. 
Wuart’sthis? ‘ By Parcel Post,” I see, A Fable for the Table. | [* She is painted also with a wheel.” —Shakspeare. | 


Perhaps a friendly gift for me, Tur Frogs—who croaked concerning every-| ‘* Come, and trip it as you go, 
A token pleasant thing— | On the light fantastic toe,’ 

Of some companionship sincere— Got tired of Tax, their constitutional king. | Used to be the nation’s notion 

Nay, best of all—the writing 's clear, ** His easy give-and-take,” they cried, ‘‘doth| Of “the poetry ef motion.” 

This happy day has brought me here bore us. Now. if toe be but in air 
Sweet Mapet’s present ! We want a brilliant monarch to rule o’er us;| Everything goes anywhere. 


A pipe! And such a... perfect gem. One who in epigram impromptu glories. See 
That slim, impracticable stem, And—above aif things (—who ean ‘tell good | ue bod ' 
What man could plan it ? stories.’”” : . : Shtveen en's ton bt. ust 

And then, as I’m a living soul, Me Jupiter’s memory deigned to jog ; | But there’ i po an 
Just feel this wondrous ‘‘ meerschaum ” bowl, | Ironic Jove sent them—King onoLosvE! | No distineti matt asd : rpm ance 
Which fittingly completes the whole— Now Frogs squat dumb in silent swamps and | He 7 latest wh lin exes ; 
As hard as granite! ways, ey tecee! waecung x 6. 
Yet, given by her dainty hand, Because—they cannot get a word in edge- Oh! how handy for a bard, 
What prince or pe in se land | ways! ie be Beawiee might ones. enctre ? 

‘ould dare refuse it ? ensures = . 
This present which she’s kindly bought | Sagacrry or ay Inonctap.—" Before going| Come now, pulehriors detur. 
I'll prize sincerely, as I ought, to sea,” says a newspaper report, * the Reso- ¢~ccen . 
Keep, love—do anything, in short, | lution was not inclined.” ity to send it to| Morro ror Horncastie.—‘* Nous n’avons 
Save only—use it ! | sea against its inclination. | pas Torr.” 
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DEATH AT THE DOCKS; 
or, Dibdin very much up to Date. | 


[It is notorious that the Docks 
are wretchedly protected. During 
the great fogs, a season or two since, 
drowned sailors were picked out of 
them like flies out of treacle... . 
The old story—a night foggy and 
“pitch dark” ; a sailor groping his 
way back to his ship; a splash in 
the water, and a cry for help; and 
then a dead body fished out of the 
water.”"— The Daily News.) 


Arn—** Ben Block,” 
Wovxp you hear a sad story of 





woe, 
That tears from a stone might 
| provoke ? 
| *Tis concerning a tar, you must 
know, 

To whom danger and death 
were a joke. 
| His name was Ben Brock, of all 


men 
The most true, the most kind, 
the most brave ; 
| But hard-treated by fortune- 
for Ben, 
In his prime, found a watery 
grave. 


It was not upon the high seas, 
| A-fighting the storm or the 
foe ; 
’twas not midst dangers 
like these 
He gloriously ended—ah, no! 
A land-fog confounded Bry 
Bock ; 
There was no hand to help or 
to save, 
When poor Ben staggered into 
the dock, 
And plunged deep in a watery 
grave! 


| No! 


SO VERY 


Banker. ‘‘I1 wisn you A Harry Anp Prosperovs New Year.” 
Smart Broker. ‘‘THANKS, THAT DEPENDS ENTIRELY ON You, Sir.” 


A eon all miserly knaves 

fho neglect their dash 
docks to protect, 

A death midst the sea’s briny 


waves 
Is what a brave tar may ex- 


pect ; 
But to drown like a fly in stale 


r, 
Because skinflints their cop- 
pers would save, 
No rope, buoy, or life-saver near, 
Is a sad sort o’ watery grave. 


It is time that each miserly elf 
Should be taught that that 
death-trap his dock 
Must not, just to pile up his 


pelt, 
Drown dozens of tars like Ben 
Bock. 
Such murder must go on no 
more ; 
Some means must be hit on 
to save 
Our fog-muddled sailors ashore 
From a dark, dirty watery 
grave! 


Mrs. R. says there is no 
musical entertainment she so 
much enjoys as “‘The London 
Sympathy Concerts” when Mr. 
Ea@@sH kt is the conductor, 


VERY PALPABLE WITS, 
**Joz doesn’t hit it with his 
wife,” said Jim. 
**No, he hits Aer,” said Jack, 
** and she hits Aim.” 

* Beactirvut Srar!"’—Nor- 
man Lockyer, C.B., Professor 
of Astronomy in the Royal Col- 
lege of Science. So now he'll be 
able to wear his own new star, 


NATURAL. 








A LITTLE GIBRALTERATION. 


Str,—This plan of neutralising the Mediterranean is really admir- 
able. Let’sdo it at once! When I say at once, of course I mean 
as soon as the Government has settled Home Rule all round, Eight 
Hours, Parish Councils, and the rest of the domestic programme. 
hen we can sell a lot of our ships, and cut down the Naval Budget 
by one-half, and, with the money so obtained, give all the unem- 

| ployed yensions of five shilling a day, together with free dinners, 

er, tobacco, and room-rent, for the rest of their lives. The only 
| ‘* Balance of Power” worth having is the balance at our bankers ! 
| That’s the creed of Yours, unblushingly, CosMOPOLITE. 


EstkEMED Eprror,—Glad to find dear Old England is talking 
| of neutralising Mediterranean. Always thought it was her best 
| policy. Think so much more now, since Toulon fétes. Give up 
| Gibraltar to Spain, and there you at once have the immense nava 
| resources of Spain added to your own in case of war. Malta of 

course will go to France, Cyprus and Egypt to Russia, and you'll 
find the Cape route to India far pleasanter in every way after 
you’ve once got accustomed to it. Such a saving, too, not to have 
to keep up your expensive Mediterranean squadron ! 
Yours, disinterestedly, ALEXIS SLYKOFF. 


|  S1r,—Let’s neutralise everything ! So much safer. Or neutralise, 
| let’s say, Dover and Portsmouth. Then, in case of war, no enemy 

ean touch them. The same with London and Paris, Berlin and 

Constantinople. I know, from an intimate friend of the late Lord 

Tennyson, that the line he really wrote was ‘‘ The Parliament of 
| Man, the Neutralisation of the World,” only some printer’s devil 
| altered it to ‘* Federation,” and the P. L. never noticed the error! 
| Then, if the principle were once adopted, we could go on to neutralise 
the property of all millionaires; that would render it available for 
| the use of the public, and of 


Yours, cheerily, ImPpEeRtAL-SoctaL-DeMmocrat. 








a CHEERFUL CompaNnion.—Mr. Grorce GRossMITH, now startin 
on his American tour, will, it is stated, ‘‘ accompany himself” 
wherever he goes. 


PLANTERS AND THEIR “ PLANTS.” 

[See indignant letters in the Standard on the premiums demanded from 
“creepers” on tea-plantations in Ceylon and farmpupils in Canada and 
Australia. } 

Srart iv Lire !—A Ceylon Tea-Planter has vacancies for half-a- 


| 


dozen young men on his small and miserably-unhealthy estate in the | 


interior, which, except for the exorbitant premiums which he asks 
with each pupil, would probably go into the Bankruptey Court 
to-morrow. ey will gain practical experience of the minutie of 
tea-growing, cholera, and jungle-fever. A year spent in this wa 
may lead to a fortune; it may also lead to the local cemetery. 
good place for a medical student wanting to study bacilli, or for a 
coroner in search of active occupation. Delicate English youths 


come here, and leave in an incredibly short space of time with a | 


wonderful knowledge of tea and no liver whatever. This is a chance 
which may never occur again. 

Waar To po witn ovr Bors.—Ship them to Quebec, en route 
for the boundless North-West. Invigorating climate. Thermometer 
rarely descends more than fifty degrees below zero. Not more than 
six blizzards a week. Premium required, only £200, for the privi- 
lege of working like a navvy for a couple of years without any pay, 
Just the sort of employment to take the nonsense out of youths tound 
unmanageable at home. Practical farmer has first-rate opening for 
such. Opening should be closed with. The experience acquired is 
~~ to be profitable—to practical farmer, if not to his pupils. 

ANTED, 
and gullible parents, for a coffee-plantation near Colombo, Glorious 


Any number of ‘‘ Creepers,” with thoroughly stupid | 


| 
| 
j 
; 


place for sport. Tigers and cobras found on the estate. Good bags | 


of elephants can be made, Adjoining forests teemi eer al 
malaria. As the day’s work, of superintending sickly and dissatis- 


with deer and | 


fied coolies, only begins at four in the morning, and rarely lasts | 


beyond six at night, there is obviously plent of time to spare for 
hunting expeditions, Capital spot for lovers of natural history who 
do not object to sunstrokes. Apply at once! 








Genvurye (Paruiamentary) Hosprtanrry.—Keeping open House 
during the Christmas Holidays. 
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“A POPULAR ‘CRI.’” 


Certainty Caartes Wrxpnam’s impersonation of The Headless 
Man deserves all that has been said in its praise, and his happy speech 
to his confréres at the ** professional matinée’ was quite in keeping 
with this eccentric part. There are three edmirably-played characters 
in this piece. First, Mr. Vatentine’s Nupley, the confidential clerk, 
who is the antithesis of Hedley, being the sole representative of 


SEP fa 
— / . 
The “ General” and the “ Particular.” 


law and order in the house of Hedley, Spooner, and Meanvwell ; then 
comes the old claimant to a peerage, perfectly played by Mr. J. G. 
Taytor ; and, finally, Mr. BLakeLey’s quaint General Bletchingly, 
perpetually being bullied and put through his facings by Mrs. 
Ceneral (Miss F. Frances). The “three men scene,” where in the 
Third Act Hedley tries to arrange matters between the claimant and 
the sorrowing General, is so well played that it elicits a round of 
applause at its conclusion—a rare tribute which may remind play- 
goers of the reception accorded to the serious ‘‘ three-men scene” 
in Diplomacy. Mies Jerrreys is a charming Mrs. Torrington. 
Weather permitting,—for wintry snows play the mischief with 
‘‘runs”’ of pieces as well as with runs with hounds,—the piece ought 
to be in the bill for some time to come. 





MIXED NOTIONS. 
OUR NAVAL SUPREMACY. 


Scenre—<A frst-class compartment in a suburban morning train to 
London. Persoxns—Tico Well-informed Men, an Inquirer, 
and an Average Man. 

First Well-informed Man (concluding a tirade). What’ll be the 
result’ Why, we shall be jolly well swept off the sea, that’s what 
we shall be. We're only just ahead of Russia and France now, and 
in another year or two we shall be nowhere compared to them. 
There's no getting out of it. You've only got to look through the 
last list of their ships—— 

Second Well-informed Man (interrupting). Ah! but does that 
list include corvettes ” 

Inquirer. What's a corvette ? 

Second W. I. M. (with surprise). You don’t mean to say you don’t 
know what a corvette is ? 

Ing. No, I don’t, honestly. What is it ? 

Second W. I. M. (cornered). It’s a ship they use for taking 
messages quickly. It’s very heavily armoured. 

Ing. Ah! Then are we stronger in corvettes than the other 
Johnnies * 

Nec ond 
stronger. 

First W. I. M. (with deliberation). Now, look here, this imi’t a 

arty question. It’s far above party. But I should really like to 

snow what the Government mean to do, beceuse if they don’t look 
sharp and do something, we may as well all pack up our traps and 


Ww. I. M. (shortly). Of course we are—ever so much 





emigrate to America. We can’t sit still and do nothing with Russia 
and France in the Mediterranean, can we ” 
Ing. Is Russia in the Mediterranean ? 
was somewhere further north than that ? 
First W. I. M. My dear chap, that’s what all the row’s about. 
Russia has made up her mind + : 


I had a sort of idea it 


e’s going to have her fleets in 
Mediterranean, and we all know that when she’s made up her mind 
about anything she generally manages to do it. Why, she can build 
hundreds of ships in the Black Sea, or the Baltic, or the Caspi 
without anyone knowing anything about it, and then all she 
to do is just to nip into the Mediterranean, and there she is. 
I say is that the ry 
more ironelads and another fifty torpedo-boats, and a few corvettes 
and cruisers, and send them out all over the place before the end of 
the year. That would teach these other chaps a lesson. 

Average Man. Yes, I daresay it would. We generally do teach 
the other chaps all we know, free, gratis and for nothing. But to 
hear you talk, one might suppose you imagined we could build an 
ironclad or so every week. i ne you'll find it takes longer than 
that. Besides, where’s this sort of thing to stop? Twenty iron- 
clads means, I suppose, something over ten millions. You're always 


What 


»vernment ought immediately to build, say, twenty | 


| 


laughing at foreign nations for what you call their ridiculous rivalry | 


in armies, and thanking Heaven we’re a free country and can rely on 
volunteers and all that; and then you want to start on an immense 
race for navies, without a thought of the cost. Why you’ll be the 
first to grumble when the bill comes in. 
First W. I. M. That’s all very well. You talk as if we'd got 
the millennium all ready to be turned on at a moment’s notice ; 
you know as well as I do that we’re not living in Olympia—— 
Arer. M. (cruelly). No, nor in Utopia either—which was what 
you meant, I 7 se, 
First W. I. v Well, call it Utopia if you like. 
I mean, anyhow. 
Inq. Where’s Utopia? I mean, who does really live there ? 
First W. I. M. Oh, it’s a sort of classical place. 
Ing. Ah! [A pause. 
First W.I. M. (suddenly and triumphantly). Aha! dn’t I 
tell you? Just listen to this. (He reads.) ‘* When France and 
Russia have finished their present programme of ship-building they 
will be superior to us both in numbers and in tonnage. With their fast 


ut | 
You know what | 


They read their nowepansr’. 
i 


cruisers they will be able to prey upon our commerce, while their | 


heavy ships will be able to block our fleet in its ports. 
venture out, the first general engagement will prove to the hilt the 
soundness of all that I have ever said in these columns and elsewhere 
about the fatal inferiority not only of our present type of armoured 
ships, but also of the guns they carry. The sun of England will set 
beneath the waves strewn wit 
gewgaws on which our money has been wasted. Russia will annex 
India, France will seize the Channel Islands, Spain will re-conquer 
Gibraltar, and a dishonoured flag will float over an empire from 
which trade and prosperity will have vanished forever. An indignant 
country will then demand a heavy reckoning from the Admiralty, but 


If we do | 


the shattered remains of the costly | 


it will be too late. An obstinate neglect of the warnings of experience | 


will have done its work only too effectually. I remain, Sir, yours, 
Joun F. Bonsor, Rear-Admiral.”’ What have you got to say to that ? 
Second W.I. M. Who’s old Bonsor? Everything he says isn’t 
gospel, is it ? 
First W. I. M. He’s an Admiral, anyhow, and I suppose he 
ought to know better than civilians. 


Second W. I. M. (sarcastically). Oh, he couldn’t know better 


than some civilians who know everything. : 
First. W. I. M. Come now, I'll put a plain question to you. 


Is | 


this blessed Government of yours going to build a proper amount of | 


ships, or is it not ? 

Second W. I. M. This blessed Government of mine, as you call it 
is going to do what your blessed Government never could do, an 
that is to build ships that will float right side upwards. 


First W. I. M. Ha, ha! very funny. That’s quite your record | 


joke, that is. 
Second W. I. M. They have. 
First W. I. M. They haven't. 
Ing. But what’s all this about the Mediterranean ? 
got any ships anywhere else ? 


First W. I. M. Everybody knows that the Mediterranean’s the 


But if they ’re going to do it why don’t they tell us so? | 


Haven't we | 


only important sea nowadays. (Boldly.) Why, India depends upon | 


the Mediterranc*n. 


Ing. Does it really? How’s that ? 


First W. I. M. ¥¢ we lost the Mediterranean, how do you suppose | 


we should ever get round the Cape, eh ? 

Ing. Of course; I never thought of that. That would be rather 
awkward. But'does the Mediterranean belong to us now ? 

First W. I. M. Yes, most of it does. 

Second W. I. M. It doesn’t. 

First W. I. M. Well, to whom does it belong, then ? 


[But before any further geographical information can be wm- | 


parted, they arrive at the terminus and separate. 


= —_—__———— 
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** Retained when all 
other Foods are rejected. 
| It is invaluable.” 

London Medical Record. 
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“ PERFECTED” 


Cod-LiverOill 


** Ts as nearly tasteless as Cod Liver Of] can be.”’— Lancet. 
“ No nauseous eructations follow after it isswallowed.”’ 
Medical [ress Has almost the delicacy of Salad Oil.”’ 
British Medica urna A pharmaceutical product 
which is in ite way unrivalled.'’—Loendon Medical Record. 
“It is a great boon to get such an Oil."’— Practitioner. 


Manufactured at ALLEN & HANBURYS’ Norwegian 
Factorivs m FRESH and SELECTED livers ONLY. It 
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| un vf very agreeable taste... . We 


find that one ounce of BYNIN 
will digest pertectiy one pound of Starch. This is a most 
favourable result, and, coupled with the fuidity and 
pleasant flavour, renders this preparation a most valuable 
one." — Lancet 
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